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Do | Wanna Know 


Author's Notes: 
i am back with another multi-chaptered story for these two because i've grown incredibly soft for duxl. i'm 


sorry! i've been listening to quite a lot of arctic monkeys lately and they've *inspired*® me 


enjoy! <3 


Saturdays are Axl's favorite day of the week--well, that is, when he's keeping track of the days, which he has 
been, lately, and out of all those favorite Saturdays, this might be the best one yet. The tiny town in the 
southern part of Colorado that they've shacked up in for another bootleg after party is thrumming with rare 
energy this early summer night. All the high school kids stuck in this dead end place are itching to get up to 
no good, and the girls who stock the modest back alley whorehouses are feeling it, too. 


Slash and Steven had gone prowling earlier in the night and stocked their den with weed and strong liquor and 
girls, girls, girls, and Axl picked out some shitty music that's thrumming through the whole house and the 
lights aren't dimmed on purpose, they're just busted, but it brings an ambiance to the place none the less. 


They've been drinking and partying and Axl hasn't been tipsy in two months and good God, he missed it. He's 
not just tipsy, he's buzzed and there's a leggy blonde sporting a great tan and shorts that should be illegal in 
his lap, stroking at his inner thigh and fluttering her lashes like he's the best thing she's ever laid eyes on- 
and maybe he is, Axl thinks, because off the grid ghost towns with names like Boncarbo don't get a lot of 
rockstar types rolling around often, do they? It's closing in on four in the morning and Axl doesn't feel one bit 


tired. 


More time passes. Axl takes a sip of whatever the pretty stripper handed him in a styrofoam cup before she 
sauntered off to try her luck elsewhere when he politely declined her services, the liquid brown and acrid and 
vaguely sweet. Beside him, lzzy sits with his guitar in his lap and a sweating bottle of Stella Artois in his hand, 
plucking absently at the strings while he stares off into nothingness. He's not much of a party man so the fact 
he's stuck around this long is shocking, Axl thinks, but he's pretty lax all things considered, so Axl doesn't 
bother grilling him about it and ruining his seemingly his good mood. 


"Gonna play somethin’ worth listenin’ to, zz?" Axl asks, head rolling to face Izzy. He smiles when Izzy scowls, 


clearly affronted, and takes another pull from his mystery drink 


"We just got back from Red Rocks, give me a break," Izzy says. He strums a few more wayward notes and Axl 
hums, leaning over to run a finger along the strings and fuck up his sequence. Jerking his guitar away, Izzy 


glowers. "You're a pest." 


Axl snorts, gliding his finger along the strings again, taking great pleasure in the way Izzy glares daggers at 
him from the corner of his eye. The sound he manages to produce isn't all unpleasant, and he surprises 


himself when he asks Izzy if he can play instead. 


Without missing a beat Izzy unhooks the strap from around his shoulder and forks his guitar over to Axl, his 
face reading one part curious and two parts amusement. "Be my guest," he scoffs, and Axl flips him off. He 


knows how to play, fuck him. 


Axl's fingers brush over the strings, carefully, tediously, and he nods when it doesn't sound half as bad as he 
expected it to. He strums again aimlessly and makes a little noise of satisfaction, doing it one more time just to 


hear the soft melody, barely audible over Brian Johnson's growling vocals. 
"Play a song," Izzy suggests. Axl glances up at him, hands hovering over the instrument. 
"What song?" 


"Any song." Axl can see the silent challenge in Izzy's brown eyes as he reaches in his pocket for something, 
pulling out a pack of cigarettes (the gross kind, Newports) and slotting one between his lips. Izzy's posture 
implies that he's relaxed, but that couldn't have been the case, because it's izzy, so that meant he's reclining 
just for show and crossing his arms like he knows something; like he can't trust Axl to shred a mean riff on 


the spot and stun the entire crowd of partygoers into silence. 


He would be right, anyhow. 


"I can play this one," Axl says, setting his cup down on the arm rest of the sofa so he can wrap a hand 
around the neck, "maybe you've heard it before." His fingers begin scraping across the strings in a manic 
fashion, filling the air with a cacophony of ear-piercing shrieks and tinny wails. Izzy immediately reaches over 
to snatch his guitar back with a stern expression, and Axl laughs as he lets him take it. 


"Dick," Izzy hisses. Axl shrugs, settling back into the couch cushions. 
"You asked" 


Another hour goes by, and Axl somehow manages to (surprisingly) doze off after making an ass of himself at 
Izzy's expense. He stirs to the sound of his forgotten drink tipping over the edge of the sofa and fumbles to 
catch it, cursing under his breath when it slips between his fingers and tumbles to the floor in a frothy, 
sticky mess. He has half a mind to clean it, and almost does, too, before he remembers that this place was 
rented out and maid duty wasn't his responsibility anymore, at least for the night. Shrugging, Axl goes back to 


his previous position and folds his arms across his chest. 


Izzy's long since fucked off to God-knows-where, giving Axl the opportunity to swing his legs over the side of 
the couch and get comfortable, taking up the only vacant spot with the long line of his legs. Madonna is blaring 
and somewhere behind his head he can hear the wonderful, familiar sounds of someone puking their guts out 

on the same floor he'd just spilled his drink over, adding to the slew of questionable stains that some poor sap 


would have to steam clean come tomorrow afternoon. 


Axls eyelids droop without his consent (how did he get so tired? He was jiving only an hour ago), the call of 
exhaustion weighing his body down like sack full of bricks. His head lolls to the side and he sighs deeply, letting 
his mind drift to the sound of whoever had upchucked in the background cough and spit and apologize 
profusely to nobody in particular. 


When Axl wakes again, its to the heavy weight of Steven bowling over the back of the couch and straight into 
his groin, cackling like a hyena. Axl flails, snarling, shoving him off onto the ground; only to groan in pain a 


moment later, cupping his hands around his crotch as his lower body erupts in a burst of searing agony. 


"Ooh- sorry, Ax! Didn't know you were there!" Steven huffs through a giggle, pushing himself up onto his 


elbows. 
"Like hell you didn't," Axl moans. It wasn't a direct hit to his nads, which he's incredibly grateful for, but 
Steven had still managed to score a bony elbow right into the center of his dick, which, while significantly less 


painful, still hurt like a fucking bitch. 


"No, really!" Steven smiles, standing up and staggering over to collect something from the floor by Axl's now- 


folded legs. He retrieves Izzy's guitar, and- oh, that's right. Where'd he run off to, again? "We're all heading 


out now. You ready To go?" 


Axl exhales, waiting for the pain to dissipate. He takes two seconds to alleviate his breathing before he grunts, 
slowly unfurling from his fetal position. "Stradlin still here?" He asks. 


Steven shakes his head. "Nah, he left a while ago. Forgot all his shit though, mind grabbing those amps?" 


Axl did mind, in fact, but he wasn't about to argue with a shit-faced Steven; so he busies himself with 
unplugging everything from the wall and winding up the cords, cautious of the ache between his legs as he 
does so. He picks one up, then another, and before he can ask Steven to pile on the third he's already on the 
ball and stacking it for him; the added weight causing Axl's knees to wobble. 


"Thanks," Axl wheezes. 
"This way!" 


Steven trots ahead and Axl stumbles after him, trying his damned hardest not to trip and eat shit and very 
possibly destroy thousands of dollars worth of equipment. His field of view is completely stunted and he can 
barely peek over the top of the third amp, only realizing that the crack house (dealer den, party shack, 


whatever) had long since cleared itself out during his accidental nap session Christ, how long was he out for? 
"Hey Popcorn," Axl calls, receiving no reply. He frowns. "Steven!" 
Nothing. 


Axl staggers sideways, bumping into a coffee table. Shit, shit, shit. Something snags on his shoe and he tries to 
shake it off as carefully as he can, the amps teetering precariously in his arms and making his blood run cold. 


He stumbles back in order to catch them, forearms quivering, and heads for the nearest doorway in sight- 


Only to run into a solid force, sending Axl toppling to the floor like an oversized Jenga puzzle. He lurches 
forwards, arms splayed wide, and in a flurry of falling speakers and chords and bodies Axl's hands dart out to 
grip the hem of whoever he'd ran into's shirt, sending them both crashing down painfully to the (nasty, sticky, 


foul-smelling) mauve-colored carpet. 


For a moment, all Axl sees is fireworks behind his eyelids, pulsing and thrumming and vibrant. Someone groans 


above him, and he cracks an eye open to identify his assailant. 


It's Duff. He looks to be in a little more pain than Axl at the moment, despite the broken pieces of plastic 
debris Axl can feel digging into his lower back and the rug burns blazing to life in his elbows. Duff's brows are 
pinched, eyes shut tight, and Axl doesn't realize its because his knee is practically embedded in Duff's guts 
until the blonde is grabbing at his shin, weakly shoving it away. Axl immediately snaps his legs open with the 
intent to help alleviate some of his pain, but the action does nothing except allow Duff to keel forwards with a 


pitiful groan, slotting easily between his thighs. 
Woah 


"Blondie," Axl starts, squirming underneath Duffs frame, "get off, man" Bleached hair tickles Axl's cheek and he 
reaches up to swat it away, hyperaware of the way Duff's chin was digging into his shoulder. This was quite 


possibly the most compromising position he's ever ended up in by mistake. Ever. 


"Uh?" Comes the dazed reply. Axl feels a pinprick of annoyance stab him right between they eyes, sparking a 
familiar feeling of anger that twists in his chest. The typical. The usual. "Sorry," Duff murmurs. His breath 
reeks of alcohol and nicotine, but that could have also just been the filthy carpet they're sprawled out on, so 
Axl doesn't comment on it. "Didn' see you." He hasn't budged an inch since Axl told him to move, either, and the 
pressure on Axl's chest, his stomach, his groin is an overload to his senses, triggering him to wiggle and curl 


his lip threateningly. 
"Duff." 
Warm breath hits his ear, lips moving against the sensitive flesh. "Ax." 


Axl turns his head. The movement shifts the position of Duff's face pressed against the shell of his ear; nose 
and mouth sliding across Axl's jaw and cheekbone until, entirely by accident, their mouths brush together in an 
innocent gesture that paralyzes Axl on the spot. Duff's eyes are open, but they're so close to his own that 
Axl can't make out more than a singular, blurry brown splotch that takes up most of his vision, and then it 


grows even larger as Duff leans further in-- 


And licks across Axls lower lip, skewing his world sideways and turning everything around them upside down. 
Whether he was just trying to lick his own and the proximity made that virtually impossible without swiping 
across Axl's too or not is a mystery short lived, because when Axl inhales sharply in response, Duff takes his 
reaction as an invitation to go further; drawing Axl's lip inbetween his teeth and grazing the skin gently. 


Holy fuck. 
Axl stiffens, skin prickling with a hot, itchy flush. "MeKagan--" 


"Shh." Duff resituates himself above Axl, props himself up on his forearms and boxes Axl's head in between 
them. He dips back down again, hovering just above his lips, fanning warm cool liquor-tinged puffs of air across 
his face. Their eyes meet, and apparently Axl's look of sheer horror isn't enough to deter Duff because he 


takes the plunge a moment later and kisses him with a yearning passion, like they've been doing it for years. 


Its firm. Its wet. Its clumsy and it makes the hair on the nape of Axl's neck stand on end because this is 
Duff, and Duff is sucking face- sucking his face, on the floor of some shitty leased dance joint while his kidneys 
are getting impaled by broken bits of sound equipment. His blood is pumping hard and fast, breaths shortening 
to quick, shallow pants, and when he feels Duff's tongue again-- Duff's slick, warm tongue --dipping into the 


slack seam of his mouth his hands shoot out and slam into his shoulders, pushing him an arm's length away. 
They stare at each other. Axl's eyes are wild and frantic, he knows, but Duff's eyes.. Axl swallows thickly 
"What." 

Duff pouts, attempting to worm closer, but Axl holds fast 


"What the hell was that?" He tries again. "Why?" 


Duff hums noncommittally, but gives up on his efforts when he realizes he isn't getting anywhere like this. 
"Drank a little," he slurs, "n | like you." 


Axl pales. He isn't sure if he even wants to know the answer to his next question, but the raging curiosity wins 


over his inner turmoil. He waits two seconds, then sucks in a sharp breath through his teeth. ".. since when?" 


Duff seems to sober up a little then His eyes snap to Axl's, a look of apprehension crossing his features for 
the briefest of moments, quickly overshadowed by something akin to fear. His eyes grow a fraction larger. 
"Axl." He says, "I'm--" 


"--thing okay? | heard loud noises-- oh!" 


Axl never craved death as much as he did in this moment. Steven's sneakers come into view, and when Axl 
turns away from Duff's panic-stricken face to glance over at him, he's stood in the doorway beside the room 
he was about to enter (the bathroom, he now sees) with a hand clapped over his mouth and the most 


scandalized expression on his face Axl had ever seen. 
"| didn't know--" Steven starts. 


"Wait," Axl cuts in, reaching towards him out of reflex. Steven's eyes are darting everywhere- Axl's face, Axl's 


spread legs; Duffs face, Duff's hands.. Duff's face-- 


Steven's expression dilutes instantly. "Hum, Axl," he says a bit hurriedly, and then after that time seems to 
slow down. Not because Axl feared his drummer's response at such an overly-sexual scene set before them, 
and not because Steven had the capacity (and probability) of spreading news of this happenstance to the 
entirety of the band either. It wasn't because in the fleeting moments that Duff licked behind his teeth and 
ground down involuntarily (or was it?) into his sore dick he felt a flash of reciprocating arousal, though he was 


sure as shit going to reflect on that later over a strong, strong bottle of whiskey.. 


But it was because, in that second, that miniscule time frame of Axl and Steven locking gazes to exchange 


equally dumbstruck looks, Duff had vomited all over Axl's jacket. 


"Yeah... that," Steven says meekly, taking a step back 


Correction, Axl thinks, laid flat on his back and swathed in a puddle of warm beer. Saturday fucking sucks. 


If This Feeling Flows Both Ways 


Author's Notes: 
for clarity, none of the girls in this actually exist! and if they do, I'm a damn good clairvoyant Imao. enjoy! 


Two weeks pass by since the night of Duff ruining Axl's favorite Saint Laurent jacket, and Axl has vowed to 
never let loose with his ragtag bunch of bandmates ever again. Saturdays were the days they got crazy- 
Saturdays were the days they were allowed some downtime; and God only knew those fuckers kept things 
cranked to eleven at all times, day off or not. Axl, however, managed to keep himself simmering at a good 


three.. four, maybe, if he felt like sticking around with them after performances. 


Nobody really questioned his decision either, because if Axl was known for one thing, it was being capable of 
making his own choices and telling the lot of them to fuck off to hell when it was warranted. Which he had. 
The Saturday after the incident, to be precise- to which Izzy had raised his hands in mock surrender and 
sidestepped him with an indifferent expression then, but not without calling him a bitch right before he left. 
When the following Saturday rolled around, nobody extended Axl an offer to join them at the bar. 


Axl never replaced his jacket. In fact, he never bothered to check up on Duff after he'd shoved the poor guy 
off of his chest, either, spewing expletives and dashing off to his car so he could peel away his soiled clothing 
and leave it piled and abandoned somewhere outside the house. He drove back to the hotel like that; naked save 
for a pair of embarrassingly tight underwear and smelling like puke; grinding his teeth as he channeled his inner 
yoga instructor to help him calm the fuck down because he was two blinks away from turning around and 
throttling Duff into an unrecognizable pulp-- 


Steven kept things under wraps. The next day they came together for soundcheck it was like he flipped a 
mental switch and decided then and there that he was going to pretend everything that happened the previous 
night was just a fever dream; smiling and clapping Axl on the shoulder in greeting like he always did. Duff was 
hung over his bass on the sofa sat at the corner of the room looking like he'd up and died there already, no 
doubt suffering from a headache of epic proportions, and things seemed.. fine. Nobody was the wiser. Nobody 


was aware. 


Not even Duff, who sobered up some later on and didn't seem to remember a single fucking thing that went 


down at the party. Not the kiss, not the puke. Nothing 


"He feels guilty, you know," Slash says through the phone, and Axl glances down at it, suddenly aware of the 
fact that he'd forgotten he even called Slash in the first place. He blinks a few times, coming back to reality. 


"Who?" 


"Duff. Says he feels real bad about ruining your jacket 'n shirt 'n stuff. He wants to repay you for it, but he 


thinks you're still mad at him." 
Axl shifts, reclining against the wall his bed was sidled next to. "Why does he think that?" He asks. 


Slash snorts, and Axl can hear the sound of flint and steel flicking together as he lights up a cigarette. "That 
jacket was pretty expensive." 


It was, Axl muses bitterly. He boasted about it for an entire week because his name was embroidered on the 


breast pocket. 

"And the fact you've been avoiding him like the plague ever since it happened" 

Axl makes a face. He clutches the phone a little tighter, stubbing his own smoke out in an ashtray on his 
nightstand. "| haven't been avoidin' him, I've just been. | dunno. Busy? I've had a lot on my mind, 'n a lot to think 
about. Sorry | don't always have time to sit around the campfire and sing kumbaya with you assholes, but 


somebody's gotta run this fuckin’ ring of circus clowns." 


Slash sniffs twice. “Smell that?" He asks, then sniffs again. "Huh. Kinda smells like bullshit if you ask me. You 


aren't slick, Rose. C'mon Give the man a chance to apologize, it's not that big of a deal” 

Not that big of a deal, Axl thinks. 

N I lke you 

"Right. Okay. Well, while we're one the subject of Duff--" 

"--you said he was the reason why you called in the first place-~ 

'--has he been.. actin’ funny, lately?" 

Slash pauses. "Funny?" 

Axl sighs, feeling his jitters come back. He had thought the whiskey he drank earlier would have beaten his 
shakes into submission by now, but he must not have drank enough. "Yeah. Like.. does he ever talk about me 
when l'm not there?" 


"Not more than he usually does. Why? Something else happen between you guys?" 


Axl can feel the blood drain from his face. He swallows, trying to keep the panic out of his voice. "N-no," he 
chokes, "just thought maybe he's been feelin’ sick or somethin’. He seems--uh. Less enthusiastic when he 


plays." 


"Well, /ke / said, you're kind of giving him the impression that you hate his guts. Two days ago when he tried to 


hand you our set list you ran, man, Straight up high tailed it outta the room--" 
"I had to piss," Axl supplies quickly. 


"--and now you're calling me up to talk about him, which gives me the impression that it wasn't just a little 


puke on your jacket that made you this way. Tell me l'm wrong." 

"You're wrong," Axl snaps without hesitance. 

"Uh huh, and I'm the fuckin’ Pope, too. Cut the crap, what happened?" 

"Nothing." 

"You don't--" 

"| just really liked that jacket 

Slash huffs. Axl can hear him sucking in a deep drag off of his cigarette, and when he replies, his tone is 
passive. “Alright, dude. Whatever. No, | haven't seen him acting out of the ordinary, and no, | won't start looking 


for it either. Ask Izzy, maybe he's more aware of this shit than | am." 


"Yeah." Except Axl had already called Izzy an hour prior to ask him the same exact questions, only to get the 


same exact answers. "Cool. Thanks, | guess." 
"Y " 
up. 


The line goes dead. Axl listens to the dial tone blare in his ear for a moment before he sets the receiver back 


into it's cradle, a sudden wave of helplessness washing over him; leaving his body feeling cold. 


ust another heaping pile of nothing, Axl thinks, swinging his legs over the edge of the bed. He sits there for a 
moment to contemplate his next move, and sighs into his hands when he realizes he doesn't have one. Nobody 
was able to shed some light on the situation. Nobody could provide evidence that Duff indeed harbored some 
kind of attraction for Axl because, according to them, he never fell out of the norm to begin with. He was 


right as rain. The same old Duff, doing the same old Duff sort of things. 

Maybe he was just too drunk to tell the difference between Axl and some other redhead from the party. 
Maybe he couldn't make a proper comparison (Axl hadn't called himself a lesbian for nothing afterall) and got 
them mixed up, leaving the door open for misunderstandings and awkward situations. Maybe Axl's reading too 
far into this. 

Ax. 


Maybe not. 


Axl groans, standing up and straightening out his shirt. He brushes the nonexistent dust off of his jeans and 
paces the floor for a good five minutes before entertaining the idea that a shower might clear his head, or 
maybe another glass of whiskey, but settles for the shower after a little more rumination. He could blow off 
some steam in there too, maybe.. Maybe clear his head, get a fresh outlook on all of this. That's always helped 
in the past, hasn't it? 


Biting his thumbnail, Axl nods once and heads for the bathroom. 


By the time the water has heated up, Axl is still jittery. He steps under the stream and closes his eyes, tilting 
his head back to get his hair and face wet; running his shaky fingers through the mess of tangled strands. 


It feels good, but showers were always the best place for deep introspection, and that was the least of Axl's 
wishes. He doesn't bother lathering himself up, saves that for later, and gets straight down to business 
instead. 


How the fuck does this go again? He wonders, stealing a quick glance down. He lowers a hand to timidly wrap 
around himself, the feeling familiar and foreign all at once. When was the last time he beat off, anyway? Or 
even thought about it? 


Whatever. Doesnt matter. He'll just create an image he's already seen before. 


The anticipation has left Axl's body a little responsive, which is good. Makes it easier. He hums and leans 


against the wall, sifting through various memories and ideas to pluck out a few and help set the stage. 


Okay, so its after their first real gig and they absolutely killed it. Guns might have outperformed the lead band, 
even. Axi's the last one in the dressing room and Cindy comes in Was that her name? She told him she was head 
of the cheerleading team when she was in high school, and God if she didn’t earn that title. Maybe it was Cynthia? 
He thinks Cynthia was her friend Cindy had the blonde hair, and Cynthia had.. uh, shit, what was it-- 


Axl shakes his head and tries to refocus. 

Amanda comes into the dressing room and she's dressed in that tny little uniform. Were they always that short? 
Fuck, it doesn’t matter. She comes in and she lifts up her skirt-- and--fuck, he remembers when they would do 
weird roleplay shit lke this all the time. She was so fuckin’ good at if, too. F only she were here-- 

He stops that scenario because the guilt is starting to seep into his thoughts. He figures that fantasizing 
about his ex is too strange a subject, or maybe just a subject he'd rather not touch right now, and goes back 


to reminiscing about all the women he's fooled around with in the past. 


Candy? Sapphire? Juliet? Ferrari? Brittany? He wonders if Sapphire stil works at that piss-poor titty joint in Tucson 


He'd have to ask one of the guys about that. Who even came with him that night, anyway? lzy went home early 
fo nurse a headache, he recalls that much. Steven was there, he had proposed the idea in the first place. And 
Slash- yeah, Slash was there.. he was the one that got them kicked out. Duff? No, he.. wait.. yeah, okay. He was 
there, too. He was pretty fucking wasted then, right? Rolling his hips into some broad with her thighs splayed out in 
his lap-- 


Fuck. No no no--FUCK-- 


Even though Axl's mind had wandered, his dick is fully hard. He briefly considers throwing in the towel and 


shampooing his hair instead, but he doesn’t. Clenching his jaw, he continues. 


Its not lke that. Its DEFINTELY not like that. Okay, so Brittany lifts up her skirt and she's not wearing any 


underwear. Okay, go trom there. 


"There's still one thing that you have to do, Axl," she says in a sweet voice as she strides toward him, 
unzipping her top. 


Axl takes off his jersey but leaves his pants on, the tight leather poorly concealing his half-hard erection "Is 
that so?" 


"Yeah, | was thinking of an encore, sugar," she sashays closer, untangling the rawhide strings on his pants with 
practiced ease and slipping a hand inside. She gropes him and he stutters out a sigh, "Welcome To The Jungle 


had me thinking about you all night long. | wanna hear you moan some more, think you can manage that?" 


“Anything for you, darlin," he says smoothly, before drawing her in for kiss. Her lips are awfully rough for 
such a delicate woman. He runs his hands down her broad shoulders, feeling lean muscles over her uniform. 


"Let's get started, then," she whispers. Her voice is low and boyish, kind of like Du-- 
Fuck. 


Axl bites his lower lip and thinks of all the pornstars he likes. How about that Alexis chick? Or Veronica from 
that one issue of Playboy? Agh, shit-- 


Alexis pumps him steadily, placing her free hand on his shoulder and gently guiding him to his knees. A weird 
angle, he thinks, but she's reassuring him with soft touches and a winning smile, pulling him closer so that his 
mouth can reach her core and get to work. She moans, melodic and dainty, and buries her manicured hands in 


his hair. 
Humming in real time, Axl spits in his hand to rub himself a little harder. 


Damn, she's good. Well of course she's good, she's a pornstar, isn’t she? And he reaches up to grasp her thighs, 
the fuzzy hair tickling at the center of his palms-- 


"Goddamn it!" Axl seethes, opening his eyes. He's too close to call it quits, so he scowls and wraps his hand 
tighter around his cock Alexis, Alexis, he thinks like a mantra. 


She pushes him back against the vanity in the dressing room and slowly worms her way between his legs, 
encouraging him to hop up and sit on the surface of it. Alexis takes off her top and Axl's hands immediately 
find her breasts, squeezing lightly at the doughy flesh. She leans in for a kiss and he closes his eyes, one hand 


sliding up to press against a stubbled cheek and caress a strong jawline-- 


Fuck it. Axl's way too close to even care anymore at this point, so he throws three sheets to the wind and 


lets his imagination wander where it wants to go. 


Duff is fucking Axl. The vanity rumbles and shakes with each snap of Duff's hips, their combined sweat sliding 
and collecting and dripping. Axis not even sure if being fucked would feel nice, but in his imagination it does, and 


the very prospect of it causes him to sigh and mewl and curl his toes. 


Duff grabs Axl's wrists as he rocks even harder into him, pinning them to the mirror. "C'mon, Ax. 


Where's my encore?" He murmurs. "Let's hear it, show me how loud you can get" 


Axl whines, but he can feel it coming- the orgasm, the sounds in his chest fighting to break free. He writhes 
and Duff holds him firm, neck craning down to press their foreheads together and let their breaths mingle. 
"Aahh- why?" 


"Because | like you," Duff pants, long fingers curling around Axl's length (because that would feel double good, 
wouldn't it?) and jerking him in time with his thrusts. "I like you so much; so, so much, | wanna hear it, | wanna 
hear you make sommmn--" Axl surges up and kisses him then, to get him to sfop talking, but the kiss tastes 


like booze and nicotine and Duff's tongue is warm and slick, dipping into the seam of Axis mouth-- 


Axl tenses up, body drawn tight as he skates over the edge of orgasm; the image of Duff moving over him 
and in him shattering as he gives his imaginary bassist exactly what he wants and moans into the crook of his 
elbow, trembling and trying to keep his knees from buckling out inside the tub. Axl counts ten seconds before 
he can open his eyes again and when he does, nothing but steam and off-white bathroom tiles fill his vision; 
the picture of Duff and him in a dark, dingy dressing room after some unnamed show gone in the blink of an 


eye. 
Axl wonders idly what Duff would look like after sex. It couldn't have been much different than how he looked 
after a good performance on stage; skin glistening, mouth parted, eyes half lidded and utterly exhausted. 


Christ. 


What the fuck, Axl thinks, pushing himself off of the shower wall. He reaches out into the spray of water and 
lets the hot torrents wash away the remaining bits of cum that cling to his fingers, staring plaintively as it 


swirls down the drain. 


He just jacked it to fucking McKagan 


Axl winces, closing his eyes for a moment and sagging his shoulders in shame. He just jacked it to McKagan 


fucking him. 

And he.. liked it? 

Axl deflates further. 

He liked it. 

Cleaning himself off and finishing up with the rest of his shower, Axl wraps a threadbare towel around his 
waist and stands in front of the mirror for a long while, staring at his own reflection. He reaches for his razor 


and busies himself with shaving his already-smooth face, for the distraction of it all if anything, 


He had to do something about this. Errant thoughts about the event two weeks ago was one thing, but actively 
thinking about it? Fuck-- actively jerking off to it? 


Axl nicks the side of his jaw by mistake and startles at the sudden rush of pain, scowling as he wipes away a 


small swell of blood. 


He was going to do something about this. No way in hell was he about to spend the rest of his young life 
having Duff sneak into all of his wank sessions.. partly because of the outlandishness of it, partly because.. who 


the hell did that? Touched themselves to the thought of their friends? 


"Fuck it," Axl sighs, dropping the razor into the sink. He stomps back into his room and immediately searches 


for a clean pair of clothes, face set and stony. 
No more running. No more prodding the rest of his bandmates behind Duff's back for insight. This game of 
chicken (that he was playing by himself, admittedly) has to end, and if he wants something done right; he's 


gonna have to do it himself. Find some clarity. Find some answers. Find some closure. 


First step is finding the courage, Axl thinks. Second step is finding Duff. 


